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thrust a reed pipe full two feet long into his mouth
and one has a moving-picture of him. I had enough
of watching him that morning and he was beginning
to get on my nerves when happily I c&me to the
finely-situated quarters of my other missionary
friends of the Tenyo Maru and stayed to lunch with
them and passed two very happy hours in their
company. Being no believer in proselytism, I take
no particular interest in missionaries as a class, still
I could not help noticing and admiring the work
done by the American Presbyterian Mission in
Corea. It was almost the first to open schools and
hospitals in that benighted land. Some of the
Coreans, I was told, have taken so enthusiastically
to the Gospel that they think nothing of walking
long distances to attend the service on Sundays.
One aged woman I was surprised to hear actually
left her distant village each Saturday afternoon to be
present at the service and join the Bible-class the
following day at Seoul. In the afternoon I went to
the Imperial Palace. As the ex-Emperor still lives
in the Palace I had to have a special permit from the
British Consulate to see it. A man dressed like a
petty functionary waited at the grand entrance,
who on my handing him over the permit led me
through the vestibule and then through a series of
rooms filled mostly with odd collections of tawdry
European furniture. The whole series culminated
in a grand hall most gorgeously upholstered in gold
and brocade with a canopied seat in the centre which
the guide said was the Imperial Throne Room.
Leaving the Throne Room we walked along a long